PART II
THE STREET OF ADVENTURE
1
LITERARY SYNDICATE
TV/TY way to Fleet Street, which my ghost will haunt, was by a
lVlroundab01ut route which took me to the North of England.
I heard one day that there was a good job going as editor of the
biggest literary syndicate in England, situated, strangely, in a Lancashire
town called Bolton, and owned by some people called Tillotson.
What they did as a literary syndicate was a mystery to me, but I
understood, rightly, that they bought stories and articles from well-
known writers and syndicated them in provincial newspapers with a
profit on the deal.
I applied for this post by letter, and, as I was told afterwards, I was
selected among many candidates because of one sentence I wrote
therein: "Like the younger Pitt," I wrote, "I am guilty of the damnable
crime of being a young man."
Now this quotation made an instant appeal to the Tillotsons because
their syndicate was run by three young brothers. One of them, Fred
Tillotson, a very charming fellow as I found, had just come down from
Oxford, and this reference to Pitt tickled him a good deal. Their father
had founded the business after making a fortune by having the mono-
poly of printing pawn tickets. He then started the Bolton Evening News,
and it occurred to him one day that it would be a good idea to run a
serial story. Somewhat ambitiously he bought one by Miss Braddon,
then one of the most popular novelists, and as it cost a considerable sum
of money the thought came to him that he might share this expense with
other provincial newspapers, not conflicting with his own area of
circulation. Not only did he cover his outlay but he made a profit, and
this suggested the idea of syndication on a big scale, covering the whole
provincial press, as well as the Colonial Press, who thereby would be
able to publish famous authors and smaller fry at a moderate cost. It
succeeded admirably.
My wife and I plunged into the unknown when we travelled north
with few impedimenta, having few. To this day I remember waking
for the first time in the capital city of Cotton, and hearing the clatter of
the clogs, as thousands of factory girls, with shawls over their heads and
wooden shoon, were going to the mills in a bleak dawn. The trams went
clanging down Bradshawgate. Darkness and a damp fog enveloped this
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